AMONG THE BEDUINS

dry bones through the thin air, stand far around
about us: the savage flank of Ybba Moghrair,
the high spire and ruinous stacks of el-Jebal,
Chebad, the coast of Helwan. Herds of the weak
nomad camels waver dispersedly, seeking pasture
in the midst of this hollow fainting country, where
but lately the swarming locusts have fretted every
green thing. This silent air burning about us, we
endure breathless till the late afternoon: when the
dazing Arabs in the tents revive after their heavy
hours. The lingering day draws down to the sun-
setting ; the herdsmen, weary of the sun, come
again with the cattle, to taste in their menzils the
first sweetness of mirth and repose. The day is
done, and there rises the nightly freshness of this
purest mountain air: and then to the cheerful
song and the cup at the common fire. The moon
rises ruddy from that solemn obscurity of jebel
like a mighty beacon : and the morrow will be as
this day, days deadly drowned in the sun of the
summer wilderness.

The rugged country eastward, where we came
in another remove, was little known to our
Beduins ; only an elder generation had wandered
there : and yet they found even the lesser waters.
We journeyed forth in high plains (the altitude
always nearly 4,000 feet) and in passages, stretching
betwixt mountain cliffs of sandstone, cumbered
with infinite ruins of fallen crags, in whose eternal
shadows we built the booths of a day. One of
these quarters of rock had not tumbled perhaps
in a human generation ; but they mark years of
the sun, as the sand, a little thing in the lifetime
of the planet.

The short spring season is the only refreshment
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